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lALIAN POETRY. 




( 4 ) 
Sventolando il bel crine all* aura fciolto, 
Ricadea fulle guance in nembo d' oro ; 
V* accorean gli araoretti, e dal bel vol to 
Qainciy e quindi il partian con le man loro ; 
£ de fiori.onde intorpo i^vean raccoko 
Pieno il grembo, tefTeaa vago lavoro. 
Alia fronte ghirlanda, al pie gentile 
£ alle braccia catene, e al fen monile.. 

E talor pareggiando all' amorofa 
Bocca, o peonia, o anemone vermiglio, 
E alia pulita guancia, o giglio, o rofa. 
La peonia perdea, la rofa, c 1 giglio — — 
Taceai^p il vento^ e P onda» e dalP erbofa 
Piaggia non fi fentia mover bilbiglio ; 
L' aria, V acqua, e la terra in varie ferme 
Parean tacendo dirie : Ecco Amor dorme» 
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Spread to the gale, by every zephyr blown^ 
Dark o'er his cheeks his buriiifh'd locks were thrown; 
Th' obfequious Loves thofe draggling locks replace. 
That oft retaming veil'd his' Jieav'nly face : 
From the freih flowers that thickly grew beneath, 
Chaplett they wove; and many a fragrant wreath> -■ 
Sweet garlands to adorn that form defign'd. 
And with fanuiUc folds eacl^ beanteoaf^Upb to tnnd. 

Oft to his lips would the difporting crew 
Compare the piony's vermilion hiic ; *, 

Oft to his cheek the rofc and lily's bloom — ^ 
But pion, rofe and lily were o'crcome. j 
The winds and waves were hufh'd in dead repofe,' 
And not a whifper on the plain arofe: - 
Earth, water, air, accordant all confeft. 
And filent fecm'd to fay, the God of Love's at reft* 
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CANTATA 
Del M E; T A S T A S I 0- 

SPERANZA. 

'DERCHE gli Ibn compagna 
L' eftivo raggio ardeote 
L* agricoltpr non fente, 
Sttda, ma aon fi lagna 
DelP opra^ e del faioti 

Con me nel career nero 
Raggiona il prigioniero, 
61 fcorda affanni, e pene, 
£ al faon di fue catene 
Cantando ri taI6r. — — 
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A S O N O, 
By METASTASIO. 

ti O P E. 

XXr I T H tMnJsoiA he&is wMle niitart blimi » 

Full m the fin, the peafant turiia 
The parchM, unykiclbg fcif> 
Nor feels the fierce, oppreiTve hif ^ 
Nor heeds the long; l(ril«rkiM day. 
So Hope befaead hia toll. •*-^«- 

The Pris'ner in his darkj damp cell. 
So finiling Hope there deign to dwell. 
Forgets impending pain; 
And ev*ry grief that ttjpig his mind, 
And eV^ fear to ter refign'd. 
Sings to his fooading ehai^. ^^^'^ 
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S O N E T T O 



Di FRANCESCO PETRARCA. 



AXNDE tolie amor P oro, e di qoal yena. 

Per far dae trecde bionde ? e 'n quali fpbe 
Cdlie le roie ? e *n qaal plaggu le brine 
Tenercy c frefche; e die lor polfo, e lena ? 

Onde le perle, in ck' ei ftange, cd affirena 
Sold parole, oncfte, e pellegrine ? 
Onde tante bellezze, e d divine 
Di qaella fronte pift dtc *l del fextsiz} 

Da qnali angeli mofie, e di qoal fpera 

Quel cele& cancar, die mi diiface 
S19 die m' ayanza omai da disfar poco > 

Di qual Ibl nacqoe 1' alma Iuccl altera 

Di que* begli ocdii, ond' 1' ho gatrrsL^ e pace, 
Cac jBi ciuxaoo I cot in ffiiiacdo. e ^n fbco ; 
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A SONNET, 



By FRANCIS PETRARCA. 



Q AY, didft thoa gild with ore of earthly ihiae / 
Thufe Mcr ringletf ? or from mortal ftemi 
Yon rofes call ? fay^ whence thofe glHl'ring gemi 
Of earlieftdew, inftind with Spir't divine? 

Whence thofe rich pearls, wl^ofe beanteooj biden rift. 
And frame fach fpeech as Seraph Jips might grace} 
Whence all thofe treafaPd wonders of her'face. 
Bright as the genial nooi^ of fummer d^ies ? 
But hark ! what angel breathes cceleHial airs f [roV, 
What heav'n-ton'd ipheres in founds hi^rmoniooi 
Till faint with rapt'roos anguiih I expire f 
Say, borrowM from what Son tho^ ihafts (he, bfan , 
In eyes that harrafs or aflWage my foul, [deiref 
Now chiird with hope Sodom, now burjpng with 
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CANTATA 
Dd MET A$T AS I a 

A LLA ieha, al pistow al fiaM 
lo m* andri ccd- peggc: anatftv 
£ dU^ fclva> d ^nte» al prato 
L' idol, inio con me verra« 
In ^nd rozzo angufio tetto, 
CHe sicetto a no! darii^ 
• Oon la ffxnsL, e col dSetCo 
. V innocenw atb«rs&aii> 
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CANTATA, 
By M E T A S T A S I O. 



fTi O the fide of yon green-mantled hillt 

T6 the giovo* t the daify^-pied iiiead» 
To the banks of yon cryftalline rill. 
My fold's floeqr treafure I'll lead* 

IL 

Hand in hand with my Phyllis FU tread 
O'er the green-mantled hill and the grove. 
And the rill, and the ddfy-pied mead 
Shall be bleft with the fmile of my love. 

Whenever cool zephyrs tavUe 

My Fair-one and lae to a ceUt 

In that happy feat of deHght 

Shall Joy, Love, and Jnaocence dwdk •"•— • 
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DESCRIZIONE 

BELLA 

C A V E R N A DEL S p N N O. 
Di LODOVICO ARIOSTO/ 



1^ I A C £ In Arabia una Valletta amena, 

Lontana da cittadi, e da villagi, 
Ch' air orobra di'duo monti e tujtta plena 
D' antichi abeti, c di robafti laggi : 
II fole indarno il chiaro di vi mena, 
Che non vi puo mai penetrar coi raggi, 
SV gli e la via da folti rami tronca: 
E quLvi entra fotterra ima fpelonca. 



Sotto 
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DECSRIPTION 

O F 

S O M N U S's CAVERN. 
By A R I O S T O. 



T?AR in a wild, for rural quiet made. 

Nor town nor hamlet near, a valley lies : 
Amid the fidelong hill's projedled fhade, 

Unnumber'd foreft-oaks gigantic rife. 
Here let the fun his fierceft influence ihed. 

And vertically mark his flaming road ; 
In thick array the vet'ran branches fpread, 

Clofe from his gariih eye the dread abode. 
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Sotto la aera felra, una capace 
E fpaziofa grotta entra nel iaflb, 
Di coi la fronte P edera feguace 
Totta aggirando va con ftovto paflb : 
In quefto albergo il grave Sonno giace ; 
L' Ozio da on canto corpulento, e graflb; 
Dair altro la Pigrizia in terra fiede, 
Che non*pad andare, e mal fi t[^%%^ in piede. 

Lo fmemorato Obblio ila sii la porta ; 
Non lafcia entrar, ne riconofce alcuno ; 
Non afcolta imbafciata, ne liporta, 
£ parimente tien cacciato ogn* uno» 
II Silenzio y\ intorno, e fa la fcorta. 
Ha le (carpe di feltro, e '1 mantel bruno, 
£d a qaanti ne incontra di lontaao^ 
Che non debbian venir cenna Gon mano. 
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Deep in the gloom of this fequefter'd kcnp. 

Thro' the mid rock a cavern rends its way ; 
Around the porch, the flaunting ivy green. 

With many a wanton tendril loves to ftray. 
Here funk, the huge dead weight of Somnus lies : 

There Indolence, with bandagM paunch and broad ; 
Here, feated on the ground. Sloth dreads to rife; 
' Forfcarce will his weak knees bear up his tumbling load.. 
Oblivion, with her blank-ey'd ideot flare. 

Lolls at the gate ; nor owns her neareft friends : 
No meflage will flie take, or anfwer bear: 

But all who come alike adrift Ihe fends. 
Creeping around, and lift*ning. Silence pries; 

In weeds bedight, and noifelefs wool ylhod : 
To ev'ry wight ihe meets, accefs denies. 

With many a waving hand, and frowning nod. 
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CANTATA 
Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

1^ LEGGE di natura 

, Che a compatir ci muov% 

Chi prova ana fventura 

Che noi provammo ancon 
O fia che amore in noi 

La ibmiglianza accenda^ 

O fia, che pii^ s' intenda 

Ncl fuo V altrui dolor. — - 



ODE 
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SON G. 

By METASTASIO. 

T> Y Nature's dilates we arc taught 

To make their griefs our own, 
Who in Misfortune meet with aught 

That we ourfelves have known. 
Is it from Sympathy of Pain 

That Pity flows the more ; 

Or that in them we feel again 
What we have felt before ? 

B 
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ODE TRIONFALE 
Del METASTASIO. 



C O R O. 

T O D I al gran Dio, chc opprefle 
Gli empj nemici fuoi, 
Chc combattc per aoi 
Che trionfo* cofi' 

G I U D I T T A- 

Venne 1* Affiro, c intorno 

Con Ic falangi Perfe 

Le valli ricoperfe, 

I fiumi inaridi*. 
P^rve ofcurato il giorno, 

Parvc con quel cradele 

Al timido Ifraele 

Giunto 1' cilremo di. 



C O R O, &c. 
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A 
TRIUMPHAL ODE. 

From METASTASIO. 

CHORUS, 

T)R Al S E to the mighty God, whofc hand 
Hath forcM his foes to bite the ground; 
Hath fought for this afflided land. 
With triumph hath the con ted crown'd. 

JUDITH. 
Th* Aflyrian came, a countlefs hoft ; 
The Perfian files their aid fupply'd ; 
They meet, they march ; the plains are loft ; 
They halt, they drink ; the ftreams are dfy'd. 

Their (hafts obfcure the mid-day futt ; 
And Ifrael appall'd with ftaf. 
Thought as the chief came toweling on. 
Their final day of doom was near. 

CHORUS, &c. 
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G I U D I T T A. 
Fiamme, catene e morte 

Ne minacci6 feroce; 

Alia terribil voce 

Betulia ixnpallidi! 
Mil inafpettata forte 

L' eftinfe in un momento, 

£ come ncbb'ia al vento, 

Tanto furor fpari. 

C O R O, &c. 

G I U D I T T A. 

Difperfi abbandonati 

I barbari fuggiro; 
Si fpaventd 1* Afliro, 

II Medo inorridi: 
Ni far giganti ufati 

Ad aflalir le flelle; 

Fu Donna fola, e imbelle, 

Quella che gli atteri. 

C O R O, &c. 
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JUDITH. 

Fire, fword and rain, chains and deadi 
In thund'ring voice his threats befpeak ; 
And blafted by the cruel breath 
Palenefs befpread Bethulia's cheek : 
Bat lo ! at once his daring pride 
Is cruih'd by unexpedled fate ; 
The tempeft roars, the clouds fubfide ; 
So difappears his baffled hate. 

CHORUS, Sec. 

JUDITH. 
Difpers'd, abandoned, and forlorn. 
Their flight the fell Barbarians fpeed; 
On terror's wing AiTyria's borne. 
And wild difmay appals the Mede. 

Nor were they giants, us'd t' a/Tail 
The ftars, who deal the fatal blow ; 
A Woman's arm defencelefs, frail. 
Alone hath laid the tyrant low. 

CHORUS, &c. 
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E F F E T T I DfeLLA PACE 

CANTATA 

Del M E T A S T A S 1 O. 



TN pratOi in foreila^ 
Sia r alba, o la fera, 
Se dorme taI6r, 
Non tarba, non do&^ 
La tromba guerricra 
Dal fonno il paflor. 

Le madri iicure 

D' infidie, e perigli 
Se i teneri figli 
Si ftringono al petto> 
Impulfo e d* affetto, 
Non pin* di tiiiior. 

O R- 
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THE 

EFFECTS OF PEACE, 

A SONG. 

By M E T A S T A S I O. 

T F in the woodi (n: <hi tke lawn, 

At clofe of eve, or morning dawn. 
The fhcpherd fwain repofe ; 
He fprings not from his ruflic bed 
Bous'd by the trumpet's clangor dread, 
^nd fear of ambolh'd fdes. 

Free from the thought that fancy feeds 
Of recklefe rage, and murd'rous deeds. 
And fwift deftroying fires. 
If to the mother's melting bread 
With tender force her babe be preft. 
No fear the dafp infpires. 

B4 OR* 
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S O N E T T O 

Di FRANCESCO PETRARCA. 



Q T I A M O, amor, a vcder la gloria nofira, 
Cofe fopra natura altere, e nove ; 
Vedi ben, quanta in lei dolcezza piore : 
Vedi lume, che '1 cielo in terra moftra : 

Vedi, qaant' arte dora, e 'mperla, e 'noftra 

L' abito eletto, e mai non viilo altrove ; 
Che dolcemente i picdi, e gli occhi move 
Per quefla di bei colli ombrofa cbioftra ! 

L* crbetta verdc, e i fior di color mille 

Sparfi fotto queir elce antiqua, e negra, 
Pregan pur, che '1 bcl pie li prema, o tocchi ; 

E '1 ciel di vaghe, e lucide faville 

S* accende intorno, e 'n vifla d rallegra 
D' efler facto feren da si begli occhi. 

i ODE 
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A SONNET. 

By FRANCIS PETRARCA. 



TJAUSE, Cupid, paufe; and on our glory gaze ! 
Charms paffing nature ; charms fublimely new : 
What fliow'rs of fweets her melting form bedew ! 
What Angel-radiance heav'n on earth difplays ! 

What magic hand o*er her fair veil has laid 
That gold, thofe vermeil, alabaftrian dyes ! 
How glance her fairy feet, her living eyes. 
In thofe deep-bofom'd hills' romantic (bade ! 

The verdant turf, and ev'ry flow*r that blows 
Beneath yon oak's time-honoar'd majefly. 
Her foot's fweet prefTure courts, or paffing kifs. 

The heav'n around with liquid fapphire glows ; 
Sees t\'*TY cloud the bright'ning ssther fly ; 
. And calm'd by eyes fo fair, breathes univerfal blifs. 

ODE 
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ODE soPRA 'l PIACERE, 
Di PIETRO METASTASIO. 

A LME incaute, chc folcate 

Delia vita il mare iniido, 

Quedo il porto, queflo il nido, 

Qucfto il regno e del piacer. 
I configli ognun feconda 

Qui del genio fuo natio, 

E fommerge in doke oblio 

Ogni torbido penfier. 
Van* defio d' onor, di lode 

Non v' abbaglx, non v' inganni; 

Non perdete il fior degli anni 

Finche tempo e di goden 



{ 31 ) 

ODE TO PLEASURE, 
By PETER METASTASIO. 



\T E though tlefs fouls, betray'd to ftrife. 
Who plough the faithlefs fea of life; 
Your port behold, behold the neft, 
Where, fafe in undiflurbed reft. 
Perpetual Pkafures reign : 

Here each purfues, without reftraint; 
The blifs his fondefl wi(h can paint ; 
While, plung'd in Lethe's peaceful ftrcam. 
The mind is free from cv'ry theme 
Of forrow, or of pain. 

Let no defire of empty praife 
Your fight beguile with dazzling rays 3 
J^or lofe in honour's vain career. 
The prime of, youth's delightful year. 
While yet its pow'rs remain : 



Life 
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E la vita appunto un £ore 

Da goderne in ful mattino 
Sorgc vago, ma vicino 
A quel forgere e il cader* 



CANTATA 

Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

Tradotta da una Dama. 

/^ H I un dolce amor condanna 
^^ Vegga la mia nemica 

L' afcolti, e poi mi dica 

S' e debolezza amor. 
Quando da si bel fontc 

Derivano gli affetti, 

Vi fon gli eroi foggetti, 

Amano i Numi ancor. 
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Life is a flow'r, whofe brighteft hue 
Appears beneath the morniog dew; 
In gaudy pride its buds arife^ 
But foon the fading bloifom dies. 
And all regrets are vain. 



A SONG. 

From METASTASIO. 
Tranflated by a Lady. 

T F you do not my paffion approve. 
Behold the bright eyes of my fair. 
Oh hear her fweet voice, and declare, 
Ify in me, 'tis a weaknefs to love ! 

When you fee from how lovely a fpring 
I derive the fweet caufe of my pains; 
Oh tell me, what God> or what King 
Would not glory, like me, in her chains ! 



VENUS 
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V E N E R E 



PASSANDO SOVRA L ONDE DEL MARE. 



Dal T A S S O N I. 



'T^ R E M O LAVANO i rai dtl fel nafcente 

Sovra r onde del mar' purpuree, e d* oto, 
£ in vefle di zafHro il ciel ridente 
Specchiar parea le Alc MAez» in ioro^ 
D* Affrica i venti fieri, e d' Orientc 
Sovra il letto del mar prendeaa riftoFQ) 
E CO fofpiri fuoi foavi, e ireti 
Sol zeffiro increfpava il lembo a Tctl. 
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VENUS 



PASSING OVER THE SEA, 



By T A S S O N I. 



T?ORTH to the world now rofe the God of day. 

In boundlefs fpkndof o*er the wat'iy way ; 
Far o'er the waves th* afcending brightnefs threw 
Of gold and purple mix*dy z trembling hue. 
Heav'n's felf, well pleas'd, in fapphire robe array'd. 
Its own bright image in th* expanfe furvey 'd : 
Fierce Eallern winds and Afric ftorms in deep 
Lay pillowM on the boibm of the deep ; 
Zephyr alone of all the founding train 

in fweelHy murmaring whifpers curl'd the main. . 

Ca As . .;^4' 
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Al trapaiTar della Belta divina 
La fortuna del mar pa/Ta, e s' afconde ; 
L' ondeggiar della placida marina 
Bacciando va V inargentate fponde : 
Ardon d' amore i pefd^ e la vicina 
Spiaggia languifce, invidiando all' onde ; 
E fianno gli amoretti ignadi intend 
Alia vela, al governo, a i remi, a i vend. 
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As pafs'd along the beauteous Qaeen of Love, 
The tempers ceas'd to blow, the winds to move ; 
The wanton wave purfu'd a gentler way. 
And kifs'd the filver bank in am'roas play ; 
The countlefs tribes that fport old Ocean o'er. 
The rocks, the lands confefs the genial Pow*r. 
On ev'ry oar, on ev'ry fpreading fail. 
The naked Loves, a guardian group prevail. 
Dance on the helm^ and float on ev*ry gale. 
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CANTATA 
Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

I^ELLA facc» che rUpIeade, 

Crede accolto ogni diletto^ 

£d anela il fanciulletto 

A quel trexnulo iplendor; 
Ma fe poi la man vi fiende^ 

A ritrarla e pronto invano^ 

Che fuggendo allor la manOj^ 

Porta k^o il fuo dolor. 
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A 5 O N O. 
By METASTA310. 



^T^H E fhining taper's chcarful IJ^ht 

Attradls the infant's wandering eyes : 
He flands inraptur'd at the fight. 
And for the trembling fplendor (ighs. 

Fancy's beguiling pow'r difplays 
A thoafand pleafures there combiftM ; 

But fhould he touch th' alluring blaze. 
Too foon the fond miilake he'll find. 

Fain would th* extended hand retire. 
But hopes of welcoioe eafe ore v-aia; 

For though it fhuns the treachVous fire, 
It mufl its torment's loaxi retain. 

C4 
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CANTATA 
Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

niANCHEGGIA Im mar lo fcogUo^ 

Par che vacilli, e pare 
Che lo fommerga il mare 
Fatto maggior di fej^ 
Ma dura a tanto orgoglio 
Qael combattuto CslBo^ 
E *1 mar tranqaillo e baflb 
Foi gli lambifce il pie 
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A SONG., 
By METASTASIO. 



TTOW yonder cliff with whit'ning fummit bravet 

The wildeft fttiy of the winds and waves ! 
High-beating furges ihake its lofty Mts, 
And fate impending o'er the temped rides. 
The firna foundations dill each ihock fuftain. 
And ftorms affaiU and oceans rage in yain.— — 
At length abafhM, rebellious feas no more 
In dreadful conflict round the fummit roar. 
Back to their courfe the humble waves retreat* 
And glide in filence at the Vigor's feet. 
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DESCRIZIONE 

DSLLA 

BELLEZZA d' ALCINA^ 
Di LODOVICO ARIOSTO. 



T^I perfona era tanto ben formata^ 

Quanto me finger fan pittori induflri $ 
Con bionda chioma lunga et annodata, 
Oro non e, che pi^ rifplenda, o ludri, 
Spargeafi per la guancia delicata 
Mifto oolor di rofe, e di liguftriy 
Di terfo avorio era la fronte lieta 
Che lo fpazio finia con giuda jneta. 

Sotto 
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DESCRIPTION 

O F THE 

BEAUTY ofALCINA. 
By A R I O S T O. 

TT E R form with richer charms was bicft 

Than glowing pencil e'er exprefi j 
Her hair in many a wanton fold 
Wav'd long and bright as pureft gold ; 
O'er her warm cheek were fweetly fpread 
The lily's white, the rofe's red : 
Her forehead fuch, the iv'ry's hue 
Was ne'er fo fair and poliih'd too. 

Crown'4 
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Sotto duo negri, e fottiliiTimi archi 
Son dao negri occhi, anzi duo chiari foli, 
Pietoii a riguardare, a mover parchiy 
Intorno a cui, par ch' amor fcherfi e voH, 
E ch' indi tutta la faretra fcarchi, 
E che invidbilmente i cori in vol! ; 
Quindi il nafo per mezzo il vifo fcende, 
Che non trora 1' invidia, ove 1' emcnde. 

Sotto quel da, quafi fra due vallette 
La bocca fparfa di natio cinabro ; 
Quivi due filze fon di perle elette, 
Che chiude, ed apre un bello e dolce labro, 
Quindi efcon le corteli parolette. 
Da render molle ogni cor rozzo, e fcabro ; 
Quivi fi forma quel foave rifo, 
Ch' apre a fua pofla in terra il Paradifo. 

Bianca 
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Crown'd by two fable arches, fhone. 
Each, bright as e'er was noon-day fun. 
Two darkly-beauteous eyes diat ftole. 
Beaming foft pity, to the foul. 
There Love eternal bafking lay. 
There prun'd his wings in fraudful play. 
And ambufhM threw, with fatal arts. 
His quiver'd ftore at heedlefs hearts. 

Beneath, with evVy charm befpread, 
With all its native, glowing red, 
A beauteous mouth by tnrns reveals. 
By turns, the pearls within, conceals. 
HencQ, the mild accent fweetly flows. 
That calms the rage that fierceft glows ; 
And hence the fmile receives its rife. 
That opes the gate to Paradife. 



White 
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S O N E T T O 

Di PIETRO METASTASIO. 



T EG G IAD R A rofa, Ic cui pure foglie 

U alba educo con le foavi brine, 

£ a cui le molU aurette mattutine 

Fero a vermiglio colorar le fpoglie, 
Quella provvida man, che al fuol ti toglle, 

Vaol trafportarti ad immortal confine, 

Ove fpogliata delle ingiufte fpine,.. 

Sols la parte miglior di te gefmoglie. 
Cosi fior diverrai, che non foggiacc 

All acqua, al gelo, al vento, ed alio fcherno 

D' una ftagion volubile, e fugace ; 
£ a piu fido cnltor pofta in go^^erno 

Unir potrai nella tranquilla pace 

Ad eterna bellezza odore eterno. 

SONETTO 
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A SONNET. 
From METASTASIO. 



' I ^HOU virgin rofe ! wKofe op'ning leaves fo fair 
The dawn has nourifh'd with her balmy dews; 
While fofteft whifpers of the morning air 
Caird forth the blulhes of thy vermeil hues. 

That cautious hand, which crop'd thy youthful pride, 
Tranfplants thy honors, where from death fecurc, 
Stripp'd of each thorn ofFenfive to thy fide. 
Thy nobler part all^inall bloom mature. 

Thus, thou, a flow*r, exempt from change of fkies. 
By llorms, and torrents unafTaird, fhalt rife. 
And fcorn the winter-colds, and fummer heats S 

A guard more faithful now thy growth Ihall tend. 
By whom thou may'ft in tranquil union blend 
Eternal beauties, with eternal fweets, 
D 
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S O N E T T O 

Di FRANCESCO PETRARCA. 

Sopra la Morte di Madonna Laura. 



/^ LI angcli eletti, c V anime bcate 
Cittadine del cielo, il primo giorno 
Che Madonna pafsd, le far d' intorno 
Piene di meraviglia, e di pietate« 

Che luce e quefla, e qaal nova beltate ! 
Dicean tra lor ; perch' abito si adorno 
Dal mondo errante a queii' alto foggiorno 
Non fall mai in tutta queda etate. 

Ella contenta aver cangiato albcrgo. 
Si paragona pur coi pii pcrfetti, 
E parte ad or ad or ii volge a tergo 

Mirando s' io la feguo, e par ch' afpetti ; 

Ond* io voglie, e peniier tutti al ciel ergo 
Perch' io V odo pregar pur, ch' i m' afFretti. 



C A N- 
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A S O N N E T. 

By FRANCIS PETRARCA. 

On the Death of Laura. 



AN G £ L Sy and denisens of realms abore, 
Blefs'd fpirits, while from earth, by virtue crown'd. 
She foar'd to happier regions, fw^rmthg round. 
With rapt'rous wonder gaz'd, and holy love. 

But foon a murmuring found of praife 'gan rife, 

" Whence that newftar thatlhines fo beav'nly bright? 

** For none thro' many an age fo richly dight, 

*< Spurns the low world and vaults into the ikies.'' 

She, happy e'en to quit this dark fojourn. 
Now rivals pureil iaints in realms of day. 
And with full many a longing lingering turn. 

Looks if I follow, and appears to flay. 

Hence in each thought, each wifh for heav'n I burn ; 
E'en now (he callsr *^ ^d fpirit* come away." 



Da 
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CANTATA 
Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

/^UANTO mai felici fietc, 

Innocenti paftorelle, 

Che in amor non conorcete 

Altra legge, chc V amon 
Ancor lo farei felice 

Se poteifi all' idol mio 

Palefar come a vol lice, 

II defio 

Di quefto cor. ■ 



CAN. 
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A S O N G. 

By M E T A S T A S I O. 



'XT E gentle maids, that o*er the mead 
Your lambkins innocently lead. 

What envied blifs ye prove ! 
Whofc bofoms, warm'd with foft defirc. 
Strive not to hide th' inchanting fire, 

Whofe only law is love. 
Delight were mine, unprov'd before. 
To the bright idol I adore 

Could e'er my lips impart. 
In rural freedom's artlefs ftrain. 
The tender languifhments that reign 

Within my captive heart, 

D3 
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CANTATA 

Del M E T A S T A S I O, 



npALOR ft il vcnto frcmc 
Chiafo negli antri cupi. 
Dalle radici cftreme 
Vedi ©ndcggiar Ic rupi, 
E Ic fmarrite belve 
Le felve abbandonar. 

Se poi della montagna 

Efce da i varchi ignoti, 
O va per la campagna 
Struggendo i campi interior 
O diffipando i voti 
De pallidi nocchieri 
Per r agitato mar. 



C A Nr 
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A SONG. 
By METASTASIS 



T O N G in fecret caves confin'd 

That with hideous roar refound. 
When fiercely ilrives th' impetuous wind^ 
And rocks th* incumbent ground. 
Wild from the woods in ftrange difinay. 
Each fuUen fayage buriU away. 

4 

Thence if iiTuing forth amain. 
Through the mountain's rifted fide. 
O'er all the flu£luating plain 
It blafls the peafant's pride. 
Or with a wide tumultuous fweep, 
Ilurls horror o'er the angry deep. 

D4 
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CANTATA. 
Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

npORTORA, che forgrcnde, 
Chi le rapifce il nido, 

Di quell' ^dir s' accendp 

Che mai non ebbe in fen. 
Col roftro, e con V artiglio 

Sc non difende il figlio, 

L' infidiator molefta 

Con le quereb almcn. 



OLIM- 
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SO N , G, 

By M E T A ST A SI O. 



I^T T H E N die poor Dove, with wild furprifc. 

Beholds her offspring gone ; 
In jealous paflion fee her rife, 
A paffion not her own ! 

Her beak and t^ohs ill avail,. 

(Thofe arms which nature gave) 
Her rude invader to aflail. 

Her wretched young to fave. 

Since thefe the foe in vain moled ; 

With cries fhe fills the air. 
To rend at le^ the tyrant's brcafl. 

If pity harbours there. 



OLI 
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OLIMPIA PIANGENDO. 
DalP A R I O S T O. 

T? R A il fuo bcl vifi), quale efler faole, 
Di primavera alcana yolta il cielo, 
Quando la pioggia cade, e a on tempo il fi>le 

Si fgombra intorno il nabilofo velo| 
£ come il rufignuol dolci carole 
Mena ne i rami allor del verde ftelo ; 
Cosi alle belle lagrime le piume 
Si bagna amore, e gode al chiaro lame. 

SONETTO 
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OLIMPIA WEEPING. 
By A R I O S T O. 

QU C H Is her beauteous face fufTus'd in tears^ 

As oft the heav'n in Spring's gay feafon wears ; 
When, as the fhow'rs defcend, the God of day 
Amid the gathering waters burfts his way. 
Pleas'd with the light haif-veilM, her rapturous ibng 
Sweet Philomel pours forth the woods among. — 
So Love, as in his own, bleft> native ikies» 
Amid the beauteous Mourner's forrows lies. 
Bathes in her tears, and revels in her eyes. 



1 



SONNET 
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. S O N E T T O 

Di PIETRO METASTASIO. 

T^ON delle nozze il favolofo Numc 
Col finto ferto, o la fognata face 
, Non lei, che figlia delle falfe fpume 
Finfc la Grecia garrala, e mendace. 
Ma te d' intorno alle real! plume 

Te folo invoco, o fiinto Amor veracc; 
. . ' Te, per cui prendoo.gli aflri ordjne, e lume 
E flan le fpere, e gli elementi in pace. 
£ Toi fpofi felici a pro di noi 
f • Rendetc drmai del gloriofo feme 

Ji Superba Italia pey novelli Eroi. 

Cantenderem con bella gara infleme; 

Noi riponendo ogni fperanza in voi; 
Voi fuperando ognor la noftra fpcme. 



LA 
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A SONNET. 
From METASTASIO- 

TWT O T thee, O Hymen ! fabled god, I hail. 

Nor a(k thy fancied torch, and garland vain; 
Nor her, whom Greece with legendary tale 
Has feign'd the produce of the foaming maia. 

But thee alone, celeftial, facred Love! 

To guard the royal couch, I fuppliant call; 
Thee, by whofe laws thie conftellations move. 
And order governs this terreftrial ball. 

Thrice happy pair! with ev'ry grace endowed; 
Still in your race let Italy be proud. 
And each new hero fwell her former fame : 

Thus ftiall we both in noble ttrife contend, 
Whilft we on you, for cv'ry hope depend. 
And you furpafs the boldefl hope we frame* 



THE 
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L A 

FUGA d' ERMINIA- 
Dal T A S S O. 

T^ U G G r tutta la nottc* c tutto il giorno, 
Errd fenza configlio, e fenza guida. 
Non udendo^ o vedendo altro d' intorno 
CHe le lagrixne fue, che Ic fue firida ; 
Ma nell' era che '1 fol del carro adorno 
Scioglie i corfieri e 'n grembo al mar s* annida^ 
Gionfe del bel Giordano alle chiare acque, 
E fcefe in riva al fiume^ e qui fi giacque. 

Cibo 
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THE 

FLIGHT OF ERMINIA- 

From T A S S O. 

ALL night fhtf fled, and all die live-long day. 
With nought but tears companions of her way ; 

No friend to guide, no kind protedor near. 
Nought but her own fad forrows reached her ear. 
Till at that hour when Sol beneath the main 
.Drives his bright deeds, and quits the flaming rein, 
Befide the bank where facred Jordan flows. 
The Wanderer fought the bleffings of repofc. 

Yet 
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Cibo non prende giSL, che de fuoi mali 
Solo fi pafce, e fol di pianto ha fete. 
Ma '1 fonno, che de miferi mortali, 
E col fuo dolce oblio pofa, e quietc, 
Sopi CO fenfi i fuoi dolori> e V ali 
Difpiegd foura lei placide, e chete; 
' Ne per5 cefla amor con varie forme 
La fua pace turbar, mentre ella dorme. 

Non fi defto finche garrir gli augelli 
Non fenti lieti, e falutar gli albori, 
E mormorar il fiume e gli arbofcelli, 
E con 1* onda fcherzar 1' aura e coi fiori, 
Apre i languidi lumi, e guarda quclli 
Alberghi folitarii de paflori, 
E parle voce udir tra V acqua, e i rami 
Ch' ai fofpiri, ed al pianto la richiami. 



CAN- 
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Yet took fhe nought of fwect refrcihmewt there. 
Grief all her food, her drink the falling tear. 
Till baltny fleep that ott hU downy wings^ 
To wretched mortals kind oblivion brings,. 
O'er all her woes his downy plumes diiplay'd. 
And lull'd to reft the ftdly-forrowing maid : 
Love reign'd alone in all her thoughts fupreme. 
Nor ceas*d, in varying forms, to haunt her iilent dream* 

Nor wakM fhe, till at morn with joyous lay 
Unnumber'd warblers iung the new-born day ; 
By breathing flow'rs foft-figh'd the nodding trees. 
The light rill murmur'd to the playfome breeze : 
She lifts her languid eyes, a rural fcene 
Of (hep herd- cots fhe fees along the green. 
Mid falling waters, mingling voices hears. 
That call her back to all her griefs and tears. 



£ 
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C .A N T A T A 
Del M E T A S T A S I O, 

Tradotta da una Dama. 

pASTORELLA iq giarerci 

O che avvampi, o manca pocOy 

Hai negli occhi un certo focOj / 

Che non fpira crudeha. 
Forfe amante ancor non fei. 

Ma d' amor Qon fei nimicay 

Che d' amor benche pudica 

MelTagera e la pieta« 

DELLO STJgSSO. 

qPREZZA il furor del vento 
^ Robufta querela avezza 

Di cento verniy e cento 

L' ingiurie a tollerar. 
E fe pur cade al fuolo, 

Spiega per V onde il volo, 

E con quel vento iflefTo 

Va contraftando in mar. 

CAN" 
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A SONG. 
By METASTASIS 

Tranflated by a L^dy; 

TJ ELI EVE me, deaf Girlj when T fwear, 

"^ Though a ftranger you're yet to Love's pain j 

There is fomething too foft in your air> . 

Too gentle for fcorn and difdain j 

Though the torments of Love you may'nt knowj 

Yet cruel you never can prove ; 

For Pity, though colder than fnow^ 

Is Hill the forerunner of Love, 

B Y TH E SAM E. 

'Tp H E ftout-limb'd oak, that long has borne 
'*' Th' unnumberM (hocks of wint'ry fities, 
Lifting its head with dauntlefs fcorn. 
The winds' tumultuous rage defies. 
And fliould it fall, its nimble courfe 
It guides along the rolling waves ; 
And, though afTail'd with equal force. 
The bellowing tempeft dill it braves. 

E2 \ 
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CANTATA 
Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

qARO^ qual madre amaate, 

Che la diletta prole 
Minaccia ad ogni inftante, 
£ mal non sa punir. 
Alza a ferir la mano^ 

Ma il colpo gia non fcendc 
Che amor la man foTpende 
Nell atte del ferir. 



DAL 
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A S O N G. 
By METASTASIO. 

^T^ HAT tender conduft I will chafe. 
Which the fond parent ftill purfaqs; 
Who threatens oft, but always fpares 
The darling objed of her cares. 
Her lifted hand the ilrok^ intends. 
But no difmaying ftroke defcends ; 
For llraight the punifhment decreed 
AfiU£lion's melting calls forbid : 
' Its pbw'r at once her arm detains, 
' At once th' impending blow rcftrains. 

Ej FROM 
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DAL 

PASTOR FIDQ 
Di G U A R I N O. 



^ARE felve beate, 

^^ E voi folinghi, e taciturni orrori^ 

Di ripofo, t di pace albcrjhi ttn, 

P quanto yolentieri 

A rivcdervi i? torno : c fe k ftelle 

M' avefler dato in forte 

Di vivcr a lue ftcfla, c-di fo rita 

Conforme a Ic mie voglie; • 

IVgia co' campi Elifi 

Fortunate giardin de' Semidei, 

La voilr' ombra gentil non tangerei. 



Che 



• This fccnc of Guarino in his Paftor fido, having been 
honoured with a tranfhrtion in latin verfes by that moft fk- 
xnous Poet Mr. Gray 

Ornamento, c fplendor del feeol noftro ; * 
• Ariofto Orlando furiofo. 
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FROM THE 

PASTOR FIDO 
OF G U A R I N O*/ 

T^EAR, happy woods! and you ye lonely dells. 

Deep in whofe iilent ihades ferenely dwells 
Sweet Peace, to you moft eagerly my feet 
Turn to retrace your every lov'd retreat ! 

Where, oh, if to myfelf my ftars had ftill 
Left me to live as mofi inclined my will. 
Not in Elyfian groves with gods to range 
Would I thefe pleafing peaceful fcenes exchange ! 

E 4 toH- 

and whofe feme . * 

— durera* quanto '1 moto lontana j f 
may defervedly find ft pflace in this Colleiftioili. 

" t Dante inferno —«• 



** Che fe ben dritto miro 
" Qucfti beni mortal! 
, '•* Aljtro non ion chq mal^. 
** Meno h^, chi pi^ n' abonda^ 
" £ poffeduto e pi^, che non pofledji^y 
'^ Ricchezze nb, ma lacci 
'« De r altrui libertate. 
** Che val ne piii verdi anni 
" Titolo di bellczza, 

«« O fama d* oncftatc, 

> 

** £ *n 9iortaI fangue nobllita celefle; 

«* Tante grazic del ciclo, e de la terra, 

<« Qui larghi, c Ueti campi, 

U E la fclici piagge, 

^ Fecondi pafchi, e pik fecondo armentQ, 

** Se 'n tanti beni il cor non e contento ? 



FeUce 
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Confider'd welU thofe very things below 
By men moft valaed, terminate in woe. — 

Thefe have the leaft, whom amplefl hoards furroand^ 
And thofe pofleffing nothings moft abound; 
Riches ! what are they, bat the chains which bind 
The poor in bafc fubfervience to their kind ? 

In life's gay pHme the praife to beauty giv'n, 
Unblemiih'd fame, or birth uptrac'd to heav'n. 
Each various goo4 ^hich liberal Nature yields^ 
Here happy plains, fhere large, and laughing fields. 
Lawn befide lawn, and fertile mead on mead. 
With flocks more fertile, than the tradls they feed. 
What, what avail they? vainly all are fent 
If 'midft the boundlefs fiore the heart fiill lacks content. 

How 
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Felice paftbrcllAy "» 

Ciii cinge a pena il fianco 
Povera si, ma Tchietta, 
£ Candida gonella : 
Ricca fol di fe flefTa 
£ de ie grazie d| r^atara^a4oma, 
Ct^a^n doke; ^ye^i^tl^ ^: . , 

Dc fc rkhezie Tcnteik * 

Ma tatto quel po£ede. 

Per cui desio d' aver non la tormenta : 

Nada si, ma contenu* 

Co' 
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How bleft the while^ foxoe rural maidj whofe fide 
Jier coarfe but cleanly garments fcarcely hide ! 
Rich in herfelf alone, and but endow'd 
With artlefs charmsi by Nature's boon beftowM ; 
With poverty well.pje»»*4 no want (he knows. 
Nor feel» 6f endlefs w^th the endle/s wojes; 
Grateful enjoys each fimpleft good poilbfiM, 
Nor lets the blifs untafted taint the reft. 
Poor, yet content, the rural maid may find 
In Nature much congenial with her mind, — ■ 

The 
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Co' doni di natura 

I doni di natara anco nadrica^ 

Ccl latte il latte awiva^ 

£ col dolce de P api 

Condifce il mel de le natie dokezse. 

Quel folate, ond^ ella beye, 

Qad folo anco la bagoa^ e Vi;configHa z 

Faga lei, pago il moadO;^ . 

Per lei di nembi il ciels* ofcara indarno, 

£ di grandine s' arma^ 

Che la fua poverta nulla paventa : 

Nada si, ma contenta* 

SoU 
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The milky ftreiins her goats at eve impart, 
Nourifli the milky mildnefs of her heart. 
And with her in-born fweetnefs well agree 
The honied treafures of th* indullrious bee. 
In the clear brook her beauteous limbs fhe laves. 
Or draws her beverage from its (hining waves, 
Whofe furface ftill her triieft glafs is found, 
Whilft as (he fmiles, cr^wn (iniles around* 

In vain coUedUng clouds may heaven deform. 
Or armM with rattling haililones ruih the ftorm, 
Poor yet content, the dreadful din fhe hears 
Unaw*d — — for poverty excludes fuch fears. 



One 
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Sola una dolce, e d' pgn' affaxyiQ igombra 
Cura le fla nel core : 
Pafce le vcrdi erbctte 
La greggia a lei commeiTay ed ella pafce 
De' fuoi bcgli occhi il t>aftoreIlo amant^, 
Non qual le deftioaro 
O gli uomini, o le ftelle. 
Ma qual le diede Amore. 
£ tr^ r OQibrpfe piante 
D* vn favorite lor Mirteto adorno 
Vagheggiata il vagheggia; ne per lai 
Sente foco d' amor, ^he poA gli fcppra, 
Ned ella fcopre ardor^ ch' egli non fenta : 
Nuda Sly ma contenta. 
O vera vita, che non sa, che iia 
Morire innanzi morte; 
Potefs' 10 pur cangiar teeo mia forte* 



CAN- 



( 79 ) 

One care indeed Her gentle bolSom knows^ 
(But fweet that care, nor hoftile to repofe,} 
What time her lambkins crop the grafTy mead. 
With kind regards her ibepherd's flame to feed -— 
Not him by men below, or ftars above 
Doom'd for her lord, bat him ordain'd by Love : 
Clofe by whofe fide, beneath fome myrtle*s ihade. 
In amorous converfe ii^s the love*fick maid. 
Wooing and woo'd j xx^eantime her tongue reveals 
Each warm affedion, which her bofom feels. 
Nor aims by wily words to cheat the fwain. 
Nor what her bofom feels not, knows tp feiga -— ^ 
Poor yet content! — thii is indeed to live, 
Free from thofe daily deaths that diftppointmonts give! 
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CANTATA 
Del M E T A S T A S I O- 

AMOR TIMID O. 

ipLACIDO zcfiiretto, 

•*• Se trovi il caro oggetto, 

Digli che fei fofpiro. 

Ma non gli dir di chi* 
Limpido rufcelletto 

Se mai t' incontri in lei^ 

Dille che pianto fei 

Ma non le dir qaal cigHo 

Crefcer ti fe cosi. '■ 



DELLO STES SO. 

T EON piagato a morte 
^^ Sente roancar la vita, 

Guarda la fua ferica, 

Ne s' avvilifce ancor. 
Cos! fra T ire eflreme 

Rugge, minaccia, e freme, 

Che fa tremar morendo 

Talvolta il cacciator. 



D E- 
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A SONG. 
Trom METASTASIO. 

FEARFUL LOVE. 

1^ E N T L E zephyr as you fly. 
If ydu kifs my fair-one's ear, 

Whifper foft that you'vie a figh ; 

But from whofe heart (he muft not heaf. 

Limpid rill, if e'er irty love. 
Near thy gurgling runnel rove ; 
Murmur that from tears you Hfe, 
But tell her not from whofe fad tfycB. 

BY THE SAM E. 

TH E wounded Lion, when the vital fire 
From his pained breaft he finds with fpeed retire. 
Feels his great heart unfhaken as before. 
And ftill with dauntlefs eyes furveys the bleeding (ore. 

Breathing, tremendous threats, and fierce difdain. 
With his fell roar he (hakes th* echoing plain : 
And, by his fury ftruck with dumb furprize, 
Th* affrighted hunter trembles while he dies. 

F D E. 
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DESCRIZIONE 

D E LLE 

B E L L E Z Z E d* A R M I D A. 
Dal T A S S O. 

T A bella Armida di fua forma altera, 
E de doni del kffo, e dell etate 
L' imprefa prende, e in su la prima fera 
Parte, e tiene fol vie chiufe e celate; 
E 'n trcccia e 'n gonna femminile T^era 
Vincer popoli invltti, e fchiere armate; ' 

Ma fon del fuo parti r tra '1 vol go ad arte 
Diverie voci poi difFufe, e fparte. — 

Dopo 



( 83- ) 
DESCRIPTION 

OF T H E 

BEAUTY OF ARMIDA. 
From T A S S O, 



"T 7 A I N of each charm that confcious beauty knows. 
Beams from the eye, or o'er the bofom glows. 
The great attempt the virgin barns t* aflay — - 
The ev'ning ftar beholds her fecret way. 
Ah, can the flowing robe, the wanton trefs, 
And all the nice diforder of her drefs, 
Undaunted* chiefs in ranks of battle brave. 
And hearts unconquer'd can a glance enflave ? 
Soon artful whifpers murmur through the hoft. 

Report out-runs report, and fame on fame is loft. 

F z Borne 



( *4 ) 

Dopo non mold d\ vien la Donzella, 

Dove (piegate i franchi avean le tende i 

Air apparir della belta novella 

Nafce un bifbiglio, c '1 guardo ognun v' intended 

Si come la, dove cometa, o ftella 

Non piu vifta di giorno in cielo fplendey 

E traggon tutti per veder, chi fia 

Si bella peregrina» e chi V invia.r 

Argo non mai, non vide Cipro, o Dela 
D' abito, o di belta forme si care, 
D' auro ha la chioma, ed or dal bianco veky 
Trainee involta, or difcoperta apparc : 
Gosi qualor fi rafTerena il cielo. 
Or da Candida nube il fol Crai^are, ^ 

Or dalla nube nfcendo, i raggi intorno 
Piu chiari fpiega, e ne raddoppia il giorno. 

Fa 
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Borne on the wings of hope with fpeed fhe came 
Where Europe mourns in blood her laiting ihame. 
Loft in wild rapture ev'ry hero hung. 
How gaz'd each eye, how trembled ev'ry tongue ! 
As when the comet ftreams athwart the night. 
Its fiery trefles ftreak the heav'n with light, 
AppalPd our eyes with fix'd attention ftare. 
Or wildly follow through the blazing air ! 
Not with lefs wonder were thy beauties view'd. 
Thy graceful form, fair Maid, thy graceful fteps purfu*d. 

No more in fong let Cyprian Venus fhine. 
Nor Helen's beauties be compar'd with thine ! 
Thy auburn hair, by turns, and veil of fnow 
Hide and betray the whiter flcin below. 
Thus, when the tearful April Ihades the Iky, 
Thin tranfient cloudi acrofs th' horizon fly ! 
But if perchance he fmooth hi& changeful brow. 
And dry thofe tears that filPd the world with woe» 
Th* effulgent fun fheds momentary day, 
And doubly bright burft% forth the unexpected ray! 

F 3 Thofe 
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Fa nove crefp^ 1' aura al crin difciolto, 
Che natural per fe rincrefpa in onde ; 
Staffi r avaro fguardo in fe raccolto 
E i tefori d' Amore, e i fuoi nafconde, 
Dolce color di rofe in quel bel volte 
Fra r avorio fi fparge, e fi confondc. 
Ma nella bocca^ ond* efce aura amorofa 
Sola rofleggia, e femplice la rofa. 



CANTATA 
Del METASTASIS 

LEON ch' errando vada 
Per la natia contrada, 
Se un agnellin rimira, 
Non fi commove all' ira 
Nel generofo cor. 
Ma fe venir fi vede 

Orrida tigne in faccia, 
L' aflale, e la minaccia, 
Perche fol quell a crede 
P^gna del fuo furor. 



CAN- 
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Thofe waving locks, which nature taught to flow 
In curls, where lurk the loves, the zephyrs blow : 
Downcall the blafhful eye that us'd to roll 
The dang'rous gifts of Love that pierce the fouL 
On her fair face, where ev'ry .beauty glows. 
Strives the meek iv'ry with the blufhing rofe. 
And now they join, and now divide again. 
Nor fix the limits of their doubtful reign : 
Yet on her mouth, whence am'rous fighs exhale 
Triumphs the vermeil rofe, to fee its rival pale. 



A SONG. 
By METASTASIS 

rri H E lion tyrant of the plain, 
^ Roaming around his wide domain. 
The tender lamb with gentled eye 
Views, or unheeding paffes by: 

But fhould the fhaggy pard appear. 
He fhakes his mane, his eye-balls glare, 
' And pleas'd he rufhcs to engage 
In combat werthy of his rage. 

F4 
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CANTATA 
Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

Contra |.' I N GR AT I T U D I N ^, 

"D E N C H EWi fenfo privo 

Fin r arbofcello e grato 

A quell* amico rivo, 

Da cui riceve uroor: 
J*er lui di frondi ornata 

B^Ua merce gli rcndc, 

Quando dal fol difiendtf 

II fi^o bexiefattor. 

EPFEXTI 
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A SONG. 

By M E T A S T A S I O. 

Against INGRATITUDE. 

TTp * E N yon low ihrub, whofe fenfelefs form 

^^ Nor life infpires, nor pafHons warm, 

A grateful rccompcnce bcftows 

On the kind brook by which it grows ; 

For iince from thence the plant receiver 

The verdant beauty of its leaves. 

The grateful plant, from fun beams throwi 

S|^ade to th^ ftream from whence it rofi^. 

Another Transiation. 
rv^ H £ tender ihrub luxoriant ihoots, 
* Fed by the dreams that round its roots 

In broken eddies play ; 
And pays the debt of gratitude, 
lyhen its projediing boughs exclude 
Thf$ fun^s meridian ray, 

THl 
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E F F E T T I 

D' 

AMORE, E Di RABBI A. 
Dall' A R I O S T O. 

/^ O M E orfa, che V alpeftrc cacciatore 
Nella pietrofa tana aifalit' abbia, 
Sta (bpra i figli con incerto core, 
£ freme in fuono di pieta, e di rabbia; 
Ira V invita, e natural furore 
A ipiegar V unghie, e a infaguinar le labbia t 
Amor V intenerifccy e la ritira 
A riguardar ai figli in mezzo V ira« 

ODE 
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THE 

EFFECTS 

OF 

LOVE AND RAGE. 
By A R I O S T O. 

'Tp H E fhaggy bear whom in her r6cky cave 
The Alpine hunter boldly dares to brave. 
Bends o'er her young, unwilling to engage. 
And growls with mingled founds of grief and rage; 
Now her wak'd wrath, forbidding longer paufe. 
Fires her to fteep in blood her vengeful jaws i 
Now, all her favage force by love repreft, 
JShe feels the mother foft'ning in her breafl. 



ODE 
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I 

ODE sopRA LA V I R T U\ 
Del M E T A S T A S I O. 

QE bramate tSet felici, 

Alme beUe, e in quefla fchiej-4 

L' innocente la fincera 

La fedel felicita. 
Quel piacer fra noi G. gode, 

Che contenta, e non oir(^n4et 

Che refifte alle'vicende 

Delia forte, c dell' et^. 
Qui la sferza del rimorfoy 

Qui r infulto del timore. 
Qui 1' accafa del rofTore^ 
9ome affligga, il cor non s^. 



pel 
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ODE TO VIRTUE. 



By METASTASIO. 



X^E generous fouls, whofe fteps purfuf 

Blifs unpolluted, conflant, true; 
Amid this train, by Virtue grac'd> 
Has happinefs fincerely plac'd 

Her everlafting feat; 
Thofe joys refin'd, we feel, which flotiT 
Unfullied with another's woe ; 
Which ftill unchang'd the mind engage 
And all the unavailing rage 

Of time, and chance defeat. 
Remorfe here (hakes no threat'ning dart. 
No hoftile fear aflails the heart ; ' 
No doubtful blufhes here inflame 
Our cheeks, no felf-accuiing fhame 

Defiles our pure retreat : 



Flow*!^ 



( 94 ) 

Del placer, cHe i folli alletta, 
£^ il rentier fiorito e veide ; 
Ma tradifce, e vi fi perde 
Di tomar la liberta. — ^ 



CANTATA. 
Del METASTASIS 

"D ARBARO non comprendo 

Se fei feroce, o flolto; 

Se ti vedefli in volto 

Aurefti orror di te. 
Orfa nel.fen piagata; 

Serpe nel fuol calcata; 

Leon 9 che aprc gli artigli ; 

Tigre che perde i figli 

Fiera cosi non e» 

SONETTO 
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Flowers may adorn the flattering way. 
Where folly leads the wifli aftray ; 
But flow'rs conceal the faithlefs fnarc. 
And fairn, we drive with fruitlefs care. 
To free our captive feet. 



A SONG. 
By METASTASIO. 

''np^IS hard to fay. Barbarian, if thy breaft 

X With Pity's pow'r or Reafon's is unbleft. 
Could'ft thou that ruthlefs face of thine furvey. 
What confcious horror would thy bofom fway ! 

Not the rude bear, that feels the baneful wound. 
On her rough breaft diffufe its torments round ; 
Not the dire fnake amidil unceafing pain. 
That heedicfs feet have crufli'd along the plain ; 
Not the ftern lion, dreadful in his glare, 
Whofe op'ning claws to feize their prey prepare ; 
Nor e'en the tyger, furious and forlorn, 
Doom'd its lov'd offspring's heavy lofs to mourn; 
In their grim looks a gloomy fiercenefs wear. 
Which can with that, difclos'd by thine, compare. 
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S O N E T T O. 



f^ Del Silenzio Hglio, e della^notte^ 
Padre di vaghe imaginate forme^ 
Sonno gentil, per le cui tacit* orme 
Son r Alme al ciel d' amor fpeflb condotte» 

Or ch* in grembo alle lievi ombre interrotte 

Ogni cor (fuor che *1 mio) ripofa e dorme 
L' Erebo ofcuro al mio penfier conformc 
Lafcia ti prcgo, e le cimerie grotte, 

£ vien' col dolce tao tranquillo oblto, 

£ col bel volto, in ch' 10 mirar m' appagd 
A confolar il vedoro des!o. 

Che fe 'n te la fembianza, onde fon vag9 
Non m* e dato godcr, godrd pur id 
Delia notte> che bratno, -almen V imago. 



C AN. 



( 97 ) 



A SONNET, 



nr^ H O U ^gentle fon of Silence, and of Night ! 
Father of Fancy's bright ideal train ! 
Sleep ! by who(e pathlefs footfleps gliding light 
Enamoured fouls their love's high heav'n obtain ; 

Now that deep funk beneath thy friendly ihade. 
All hearts, but mine, are in thy bands confinM, 
Quit thy Cimmerian grots, too truly made 
The dark refemblance'of my gloomy mind ! 

Come! with thy calm Oblivion to my aid. 

And with thee bring the image of the maid, 
Whofe fight alone fo loft a wretch can fave ; 

But if that form my flnmbers may not hUefs, 
Yet fly not thou; that I may ftill poifefs 
At leaft the image of that death I crave. 
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CANTATA 
Del METASTASia 

SoPRA LA NECESSITA\ 

nER lei fral'armidprme il guerriero, . 
Per lei fra 1' oiide canta il nocchiera. 

Per lei la morte terror non ha. 

Fin le piu timide belve fugaci 

Valor dimoilrano> £i fanno audaci» . . 
^ Quand^ e il combattere necei£ta. 

L* ESTATE 
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A S O N G, 

By M E T A S T A S I O, 

To NECESSITY, 



P^ Y thee midft fields of wild afFray, 
Clos'd are the warrior's eyes In fleep ; 
By thee infpirM, the failor blythe and gay. 
Load carols, as liis bark rolls o'er the deep; 
Death has no terrors left when thoa art near. 
Nor to the grave remains its p^le attendant, Feaft 

The tame, unwarlike, trembling beaf(> 
By Nature form'd for fear and flight, 
At thy command, within his breaft- 
Feels genuine courage glow, and dares the fight, 

Ga SUM- 
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L' E S T A T E 



CANZONETTA. 



Del M E T A S T A S I O. 



/^ R, die niega i doni faoi 
La ftagion de' fipri amicus 
Cinta il crin di bionda (pica 
Volgc a noi 
L' eftate il pie. 

£ gii fotto al raggio ardente 
Cosi boUono V arene, 
Che alia barbara Cifene 
Piii cocijBnte 
I) lb} Hon c* 



Pii 



SUMMER, 

.AN 

O D E. 

By M E TA S TA S I O. 

Q 1 N C E Spring with his verdure is fled. 

The gay-Iaaghing feafon of ilow'rsy 
With a garland of corn round his head 

Ripe Summer revifits our bowers. 
By the fierce-dartitog rays from on high. 

All funk from its banks is th^'dreUm; 
Not Cyrene fo defart and dry. 

Was e'er parch'd by fb burning a beam. 

G3 No 
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Piu non hanno i primi albori 
Le lor gelide rugiade ; 
Piii dal Ciel pioggia non, cade, 
Che riftori 
E r erba, e 'I fior. 

Allxpento il fontCy 11 rio 
Al terren piii non comparte, 
Che fi fende in ogni parte 
Per desio 
Di nuovo umor. 

Polverofo al Sole in faccia 

Si fcolora il verdc faggio, 
Che di frondi al nuovo maggio 
Le fue bratda 
Rivefli; ' 

Ed ingrato al fuol natio 
Fuor del tronco ombra non Hende, 
Ne dal Sol V ac^ue difende 
Di quel rio, 
Che lo nutri, 



MoUe 
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No more the cold dew-drops at momy 

No more falls the foflering ihow'r. 
By whofe gentle influence is born 

Each fweet-breathing blofTom and flow'r. 
The fountain no longer fupplies 

With its waters fupport to the plain. 
The rill its kind nurture denies. 

And earth opes for moiflure in vain. 

'Mid the duft of meridian day 

The beach's gay rerdure is loft, 
And the branches, which welcomM the May, 

No more can their foliage boaft. 
Ungrateful, no more they extend 

A ihade o'er the foil where they grow. 
No more from the fun they defend 

The ftreams, that to nourifh 'em, flow. 

G 4 Fatigu'dt 
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Molle il volto, il fen bagnatp 
Dorme ftefo in ftrana guifa 
Sa la mefle gia recifa 
U affiannato 
Mictitor j 

£ con maa pi8tofe> e promte 
Va tergendogH la bella, 
Amorofa villanella 
Dalia fronte 
II fuo fudor. 

La fa r arido terreno 

Scemo il can d* ogni vigore 
Lausgutt accanta al fiio ^gaofei 
£ ne meno 
Ofa latrar; 

Ma tramanda al feno opprelTo 
Per le fauci inaridite 
Nuove fempre zxxvt gradite 
Con ksL^fib 
Refpirar. 



Quel 
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FatiguM, on his new]y-ffie2r*d' beapr* 

The reaper betakes him to reft. 
And the fweat, as he carelefsly jQeeps^ 

Bedews all his face« and his breaft: 
While the fimple and paileral fair. 

Who all lovers anxious tendernefs knows. 
With kind, and compaflionate care. 

Softly wipes the big drops from his hrows« 

Of his ftrength, and his fpirie devoid, 

Stretch'd nervelefs along the hot groond^ 
The dog, his lov'd mailer befidc. 

Dares not bark at the pafTenger^s (bund ; 
Yet thus panting with langour oppreft. 

The frelh air he more fwiftly Mthalcs, • 
And draws to his labouring breaft, - 

As they pafs, all the life-giving gales. 



Tic 
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Qael toreU clie innamorava 

Del fuo ardir ninfe, e padori, 
Se ne' tronchi degli allori 
S* avvcziava 
A ben fenr, 

Del rufcello or fa le fponde 
Lento glace, e mugge, e guatta 
La giovenca innamorata^ 
Che rifponde 
Al ftto muggir. 

Per timer del caldo raggio 

L* augellin non batte V ale ; 
Alle ilridule cicale 
Cede il faggio 
L* afignuol. 

Monilran gia fpoglie nouelle 
La macchiate antiche ferpi» 
Che ravvolte a* nudi fterpi 
Si fan belle 
In faccia al Sol. 



Al 
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The bull that the fhephcrds fo charmM, 
Whofe courage the nymphs fo admir'd. 

When his forehead two fummers had arm'd. 
To make war on the laurels defir'd : 

Now gentle befidc the cool grove, 

• The murinuring rivMct along. 

He lows to his heifer of love, 

That anfwers, the paftures among* 

For fear of the torturing ray. 

No bird clafps his fluttering wing j 
The grafliopper chirps on the fpray. 

Whence We heard the fweet nightingale fing : 
Of his youth, now renew'd, the proud fnake. 

And his liv'ry fo (peckl'd and gay. 
Hangs his glittering fpoils on the brake. 

To baik in the face' of the day. 



The 
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Al color, del longo giorno 
Sentupt-li ne' falii umoii 
Anche i xnati abitatori^ 
Che 11 ibggiorno 
Intiepidi; 

£ da* loro antri moicofi * 
Pitt non van fcorrendo il marei 
Ma fra' faffi, e V alghe amare 
Stanno afcofi 
A* rai del di. 

Pur V eftate tormentofa^ 

S' io rimira, amau Fille^ 
Le tue placide pupille> 
Si penofa 
A me non ^. 

Mi conduca il cieco Dio 
Fra' Numidi, o al mar gelato^ 
io {sab fehipre beato. 
Idol mio, 
Vicino a te* 



Benche 
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The day's overpoweriBg keat < 

Gives gradqal warmth to the fea; ^^* 
And the fifh, to their watVy retreat. 

For (helter inceiTantly flee<. 
No more from their moft-caver^d beds 

In ihoals to the ocean they ran ; 
But reft in the rocks and the weeds. 

Secure from the rays of the ffia. 

Yet if, chance, my dear PhyJlis^s eyes^ 

Though parch'd by the fanbeam, I meet, 
I forget the fierce rage of the flcics. 

And beguile the fharp ray of its heat« 
Though love tP Numidia ftoujd lead. 

Or the hard frozen ice of the Pole ; 
Nor the fan, nor the ocean I'd heed. 

With the idol that reigns in my (bul i 



Though 



( no ) 

Benche adufta abbia la fronte 
Con le curve oppofte fpalle 
Una ombrofa opaca valle 
Cela il monte 
AI caldo Sol, 

La dair aUo in gi^ cadenda 
Scrpc un rio limpido, e vago, 
Che raccolto in picciol laga 
Ve nutrendo 
II verde fuoL 

La del Sol dabbia e la lace^^ 
Coine ftiol notturna Luna; 
Ne paftor greggia importuna 
Vi conduce 
A pafcolar. 

E fe v' cntra 11 Sol furtivo, 
Vedi V ombra delle piante 
Al variar d' aura inconflante 
Pentro il rivo 
Tremolar, 



La 
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Though Phocbas' meridian rays," 

The mountain's high fummit alTail, 
His out-ftretching arms he difplays. 

And (helters the (hadewy vale. 
While thft rivalcts limpid and bright 

Adown the deep precipice flow. 
Then in one common current unite. 

To nourifh the meadows belowv . 

No fun e*er the valley revive, : 

But fheds like the moon a faint ray i 
Not a (hepherd but hallily drives 

His loud-bleating lambkins away* 
Or fhould the fun's powerful beam 

The gloom of the valley pervade. 
As the zephyi^s blow over the ilream, 

Cayly glitters the tremulous Ihade, 



Hand 
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Li, mia vita, oniti andiamo; 
La cantando il di s' inganni i 
Per timor di nuovi afFdnni 
Non lafdama 
Di gioir. 

Che raddop^pia i iooi torm^ti, 
Chi non occbio mal ficuro 
Fra la nebbia del futuro 
Va gli evcnti 
A prcvcnhv 

Me non fdegni il biondo Dio, 
Me con Filk onifca Amoref 
£ poi sfoghi il fug rigore 
Fato rio, 
Nemico Ciel, 

Che il desio non mi tormenta 
O di fa^ o 4i liicchezzai 
Ne d' incomaoda vccchiexM 
Mi fpavienta 
II pigro gcU 



Corva 
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Hand In hand with my Phyllis PU ftrny. 

While mafic the time (hall beguile; 
Nor embitter the joys of to-day. 

Left Fortune no longer may fmile. 
Since the wretch but redoubles his pain^ 

DifpeUing each hop& of relief; 
Who with caution miftaken and vain^ 

Anticipates every grief* 

So Phcebns approve of my ftrain. 

So Phyllis accept of my love ; 
All the rigour of Fate I difdain. 

And laugh at the malice of Jove. 
The wealthy, the proud, and the great 

I can view, without envy or rage ; 
And calmly and chearfully wait 

The frozen approaches of age. 



H And 
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Cttrvo il tergOp e bianco il mento 
Toccherd le corde ufite, 
£ alle corde mal teinprate 
Roco accento 
Accoppicrd. 

£ a que* rai non piii vivaci 
RivolgeDdomi talora, 
Su la maD» chc m' innamora, 
Freddi baci 
Imprimerd. 

GittHi Deiy che ripofate 
Placidiffimi full' etra. 
La mia Fille, e la mia cetra 
Deh ferbate 
Per pieta. 

Fin poi la Farca avara 
I miei di milP anni, e milk. 
La mia cetra^ c la mia Fille 
Sempre cara 
A me (ara. 
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And when wrinkled and farrowM by Time, 

When bent, and in years I am gray ; 
To thoTe firings which I touched in my prime. 

In hoarfe accent 1*11 iing, as I play. 
Then gazing with pleafure I'll fiand. 

On tho(e eyes that no longer are bright ; 
And imprint a cold kifs on the hand. 

Which once fiird my foul with delight. 

Ye gods, who a thrice-happy feat 

Ever hold in the regions of air; 
Let my Phyllis and harp, I intreat, 

la pity partake of your care. 
Then thus ihould the will of the Fates, 

My life through all ages renew ; 
On my harp and my Phyllis awsiits. 

An affedion as lafting as true. 



E L E G I A 
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AL LET TORE* 



ESSENDOMI pervenuta alle mani la tra- 
duzione dell' incomparabile elegia del Sig^ 
Gray in lingua italiana ultimamente pubblicata 
dal Sig'^. Giufeppe Torelli uomo nella poetica fa- 
colta di grandiflimo, e vivace ingegno, e moltifli- 
mo intelligente della lingua inglefe, la quale per 
effere di gran lunga fuperiore ad ogni altra, che 
fin qui iia comparfa alia luce, e trapafTata in di- 
verfe mani con ammirazione d' ognuno, ha ecci- 
tato in molti un gran defiderio d* averne una 
copia; percio non 'potendofi foddvs£^x^ ^ ^aKv ^ 
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chiefte in altra guifa piu convenevole fe non fe 
con metterla di nuovo alle ftampe, mi fono vo- 
lentieriflimo accinto a si lodevol imprefa, fperando 
ch' uria tal opra porgera loro gran diletto, gli 
quali potranno oflervare, quanto bene li fenti- 
menti delle due lingue convengano infieme, e 
corriipondanfi con eleganza e bel]ezza. 



AGOSTINO ISOLA. 



E L E G 



WRITTEN 

IN A 



COUNTRY CHURCHYARD. 



THE curfew tolls the knell of parting dayj 
The lowing herd wind flowly o'er the lea) 
The plowman homeward plods his weary way, 
And leaves the world to darknefs and to me. 

Now fades the glimmering landfcape on the fight, 
And all the air a folemn ftillnefs holds, 
Save where the beetle wheels his droning flight, 
And drowfy tinklings lull the diftant folds ^ 

Save that, from yonder ivy-mantled tovv'r. 
The moping owl does to the moon complain 
Of fuch, as wand'ring near her fecret bow'r, 
MokA her ancient folitary reign. 



E L E G I A 

S C R I T T A 

IN UN 

. .* . ■ . " 1 

CIMITERO CAMPESTRE.^ 



SEGNA la fquilla il di> che gia vien mancoj r 
Mugghia Farmento, e via lento erra e fgombra>" 
Torna a cafa il bifolco inchino e ftanco, 
Et a me lafcia il mondo e a la fofc' ombra, 

Gia fugge il piano al guardo, e gU s' invola, • . 
E de r acre un filenzio alto s' indonna, 
Fuor Ve lo fcarabon ronzando vola, r 

E un cupo tintinnir gli oviti aflbntiai ' 



E d' erma torre il gufo ognor penfofo 
Si duole, al raggio de la luna amico, 
Di chi, girando il fuo ricetto ombrofo, 
Gli turba il regno folitarvo ^ivtvto. 



( 8 ) 

Beneath thofe rugged elms, that yew-tree's (hade, 
Where heaves the turf in many a mould'ring heap, 
Each in his narrow cell for ever laid. 
The rude Forefathers of the hamlet fleep. 

The breezy call of incenfe-breathing morn. 
The fwillow twittVing from the ftraw-built flicd, 
The cock's Ihrill clarion, or the echoing horn, 
No more fhall roufe them from their lowly bed. 

For them hd more the blazing hearth (hall burn, 
Or bufy hoiifewife ply her evening care: 
No children run to lifp their fire's return, 
Or climb his knees the envied kifs to fhare. 

Oft did the harveft to the fickle vield, 
Their furrow oft the ftubborn glebe has broke i 
How jocund did they drive their team afield ! 
How bow'd the woods beneath their fturdy ftroke 1 

Let not ambition mock their ufeful toil, 
Their homely joys, and deftiny obfcure ; 
Nor grandeur hear with a difdainful fmile, 
TA^ /hart and /imple annals oi \\\^ ^^ov. 
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Di q4ie' dnri olmi a V ombra, e di quel taflb» 
Ve s' alzan molte polverofe glebe, 
Dorme per fempre, in loco angufto e hzSb^ 
De la villa la rozza antica plebe. 

L' aura foaVe del nafcente giorno, 

Di rondine il garrir fii rozzo tetto, 

Del gallo il canto, o il rauco faon del corao 

Piu non gli deftera da V umil letto. 

Per lor non piii arde il foco, o attenta madre 
A leTue cure vefpertinc attende: 
La balba famigliuola in grembo al padre 
Non repe, e baci invidiati prende. 

SpefTo a la fake lor ceffe il ricolto, 
Speflb domar le dure zoUe i ferri. 
Come lieti lor tiro al campo l\an volto! 
Com' piegar fotto a' gravi colpi i cerri! 

Non beffi V opre lor fafto fuperbo, 
L' ofcura forte, i ruftici diletti, 
E non afcolti con forrifo acerbo 
De' poverelli i brevi annali e fchietti. 



^ 



■( lO ) 

The.bdaft'ofh^aWry, the pomp of pow*r. 
And all that beauty, all that wealth e'er gave. 
Await alike th* inevitable hour. 
The paths of glory lead but to the grave. 

Nor you, ye protid, impute to thefe the fault. 
If mem'ry o'er their tombs no trophies raife. 
Where thro' the long-drawn ifle and fretted vault. 
The pealing anthem fwells- the note of praifc. 

Can- ftoried urn or aniipated buft 
Back to its manfion call the fleeting breath? 
Can honour's voice provoke the filent duft, 
Or flatt'ry footh the dull cold ear of death ? 

Perhaps in this neglecled fpot is laid 
Some heart once pregnant with celeftial fire; 
Hands, that the rod of empire might have fway'd, 
Or wak'd to extafy the living lyre. 

But knowledge tp their eyes her ample page 
Rich with the fpoils of time did ne'er unroll; 
Chill penury reprefs'd their noble rage, 
And froze the genial current of the foul. 



( II ) 

Qiial per fangue, c real pompa s^ onora» 
Quanto mai 1' or, quanto beltk dar pofla, 
L' iftefla afpetta inevitabil' ora. 
Anco la via d' onor guida a la foOfa. 

Ne tu fprezzar, o altier, cotefta tomba, 
Se non orna trofeo V offa fcpoltc, 
Ne beir inno di lode alto rimbomba 
Per lunghe logge, e iftoriate volte. 

Puote forfe opra di fcarpello arguto 
Richiamar V alma a la fua fpoglia ignuda ? 
O puo canto eccitare il cener muto, 
E ailettar morte ineforabil cruda? • 

Forfe in quefto negletto angolo alberga 
Spirto gia pieno d' un ardor celefte; 
O man degna che tratti real verga, 
E vocal cetra a nobil canto defte. 

Ma lor Sofia non fvolfe il gran volume, 
Che 1 tempo di fue fpoglie orno e diftinfe. 
Tarpo al beir eftro poverta le piume, 
£ 1 corfo a V alme con fuo gelo ftrinfe. 
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Full many a gem of pureft ray ferene, 
The dark unfathom'd caves of ocean bear: 
Full many a flower is born to blufh unfeen. 
And wafte its fwcetnefs on the defert air. 

Some village-Hampden, that with dauntlcis breaft 
Tbc little Tyrant of his fields withftood; 
Some mute inglorious Milton here may reft. 
Some Cromwell guiltlefs of his country's blood. 

Th' applaufe of lift'ning fenates to command. 
The threats of pain and ruin to defpife, 
To fcatter plenty o'er a fmiling land. 
And read tfleir hift'ry in a nation's eyes, 

Their lot forbad : nor circumfcrib'd alone 
Their growing virtues, but their crimes confined; 
Forbad to wade thro' flaughter to a throne. 
And fhut the gates of mercy on mankind ; 

The ftt^uggling pangs of confcious truth to hide, 
To quench the blufhes of ingenuous fhame, 
Or heap the (hrine of luxury and pride 
With incenfe kindled at the mufe's flame. 
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Cluarc vie piu che bel raggio fereno 
Chiude il mar gemme entro a' fuoi cupi orrori; 
E non veduti fior tingono il feno, 
E per folingo ciel fpargon gli odori. 

Forfe un ruftico Ambdeno ha qui V avello, 
Che al tiran de' fuoi campi oppofe il petto, 
Un ofcuro Miltone, od un Cromuello, 
Non mai del fangue de la Patria infetto. 

Tener grave Senate intento e fifo, 
Di duolo e danni non temer minaccia. 
Sparger fu regni con la copia il rifo, 
E la fua vita altrui leggere in faccia, 

Vieto lor forte: pur fe non concede 
Che virtu emerga, fa che '1 vizio langue. 
Quindi neflun la via chiufe a mercede, 
Empio, ne al trono unqua nuot5 pel fangue, 

NefTun di cofcienza il verme rio 
Compreffe, o fpenfe un candido roffore; 
Ne incenfi al luffo, e a la fuperbia ofFrio, 
Arfi a la fiamma de le facre Suore. 
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Far from the piadding crowd's ignoble ftrife. 
Their, fobcr wifhes never karn'd to ftray; 
Along the cool feqirefter'd vale of life 
They kept the noifelefs tenor of their way. 

Yet ev'n^hefe bones from infult to proteft 
Some fraili^memorial ftiil erefted nigh. 
With uncouthxhimes andfhapelefs fculpture deck'< 
Implores the pafling tribute of a figh. 

Their name, their y^ars, fpelt by th'unletter'd mufc 
The place of fame and elegy ifupply : 
And many a holy text around (he ftrews, 
That teach the ruftic moralift to die. 

For. who, to dumb forgetfulnefs a prey, 
This pleafing anxious being e'er refign'd. 
Left the warm precin6ls of the chearful day. 
Nor qaft one longing lingering look behind ? 

On fome fond breaft the parting foul relies, 
Some pious drops the clofing eye requires; 
Ev'n from the tomb the voice of nature cries, 
Ev'n in our aflies live, their wonted fires. 



^Ci\^ 
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Lunge dal popolar tumulto infano 
Non mai torfero il pie dal dritto calle, 
Seguendo il corfo lor tranquillo e piano^ 
Per 1' erma de la vita opaca valie. 

Pur a difender da villano infulto 
Queft' offa, eretto alcun faffo vicino, 
D' incolte rime, e rozze forme fcultOs 
Qualche fofpir richiede al peregrino. 

I nomi e gli anni, fenea ftudio ed arte^ 
Di carmi in vece, indotta man vi fegna, 
E con facre fentenze intorno fparte, 
Al buon cultore di morire infegna. 

Chi mai chi de V oblio nel fofco velo 
Quefta afFannofa amabil vita avvolfe, 
E lafcio le contrade alme del cielo, 
Ne un fofpirofo fguardo indietro volfe? 

Pofa, fpirando, in grembo arnica e fido 
L' alma, e chiede di pianto alcuna ftilla. 
Da la tomba anco alza natura il grido, 
E fotto il cener freddo amor sfavilla. 



( 16 ) 

For thee, who mindful of th' unhonour'd dead 
Doft in thefe lines their artlefs talc relate; 
If chance, by lonely contemplation lead, 
Some kindred fpirit ftiall inquire thy fate, 

Haply fome hoary-headed fwain may fay: 
Oft have we feen him at the peep of dawn 
Brulhing with hafty fteps the dews away. 
To meet the fun upon the upland lawn. 

There at the foot of yonder nodding beech. 
That wreathes its old fantaftic roots fo high. 
His liftlcfs length at noontide would he ftretch. 
And pore upon the brook that babbles by. 

Hard by yon wood, now fmiling as in fcom, 
Mutt'ring his wayward fancies he would rove. 
Now drooping, woeful wan, like one forlorn. 
Or craz'd with care, or crofs'd in hopelefs love. 

One mom I mifs'd him on the cuftom'd hill, 
Along the heath, and near his fav'rite ti'eej 
Another came; nor yet befide the rill. 
Nor up the lawn, nor at the wood was he. 
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Ma fe di te, che in (emplice favella . 
Narri ftoria di gente ofcura umile, 
Fia cKe brami faper qualche novella 
Qua giunto a forte fpirto crmo e gentile; 

Spefib, forfe dii^ Paftor canuto. 
La rugiada crollar giu da Y erbetta, 
Frettolofo in fii V alba i' Y ho veduto. 
Per incontrare il Sol fu Y alta vetta* 

Sotto quell' oiideggiahte andco fag^o» 
Che radici ha bizzarre e si profbnde, 
Proftefo e lento, al piu cocente raggio, 
Fifo afcoltava il mormorar de Y onde. 

Ora ridente di fchemevol rifo ♦ 

Movea preflb quel bofco il paffo errante, 
Mormorando fue fole, or mefto in vifo, 
O pien di cure^ o difperato amante. 

Una mattina in fu Y ufato monte 
lo piu nol vidi al caro arbore appreffo: 
Venne poi Y altra, e pur in quella al fonte 
Non & moArb, ne al poggvo^ o ?\. W&^SSil^^^. 



( i8 ) 

The next with dirges due in fad array 
Slow thro' the church-way path we faw him born, 
Approach and read (for thou can'ft read) the lay, 
Grav'd on the ftonc beneath yon aged thorn. 

Here refts his head upon the lap of earth 
A youth to fortune and to fame unknown; 
Fair fcience frowned not on his humbfc birth. 
And melancho&y. mark'd him for her own. 

Large was his bounty, and his foul fincere, 
Heav'n did a recompence as largely fend: 
He gave to mis'ry all he had, a tear; 
He gain'd from heav'n ('twas all he wifh'd) a friend. 

No farther feek his merits to difclofe, 
Or draw his frailties from their dread abode, 
(There they alike in trembling hope repofe) 
The bofom of his Father and his God. 
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La terza al fin con lenta pompa e tetra 
Portar fi vide al tempio : or t' avvicina, 
E leggi tu, the 1 fai, fcolpito in pietra 
Lo fcritto, fotto quell' antica Ipina. 

Giovane a fama ignoto et a fortuna 
Qui vien che in grembo de la terra dorma. 
Sofia non ifdegno fua bafla cuna, 
E triftezza il fegno de la fua forma. 

Sincero era il fuo cuore, e di pietate 
(E dal ciel n* ebbe ampia mercede) ardea. 
Un fofpir, quanto avea, die a povertate, 
E un amico impetro, quanto chiedea. 

Piu oltre non cercar, ne d' ir fcoprendo 
Ti ftudia le fue buone, o le trifle opre. 
Fra la fpeme e '1 timor, nel fen tremendo 
Di Dio fi ftanno, e denfo vel le cuopre. 
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